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cited fingers. "It's for a reason that I wouldn't tell anyone in the
world but you. It's because I've long ago decided always to yield
to my cowardice. I was afraid of Philip the moment I saw him.
I hated him; but that's another matter. Something in his person-
ality frightens me. I could have struggled against it and made
myself say a lot of things. I thought of plenty of them. But it's
become a principle with me to yield to my fear of people. I pro-
pitiate them, or I'm silent, or I avoid them."
Mary looked at him very earnestly.
"Have you ever loved anyone you were afraid of?"
"You mean a woman?"
She nodded.
"I tell you I've never loved anyone; though of course Fve made
love to endless women. Oh, yes! Yes! It would kill my love to be
afraid. Not at once, but by inches and inches. Oh, yes! If I ever
got thoroughly afraid of anyone in the end I should stop lov-
ing them."
She lowered her eyes and remained silent for a moment. Then
she cried with a kind of quivering fierceness, "I won't have you
dare ever to be afraid of me, John \"
He looked at her sharply. There was a note in her voice that
he had not heard before. It was the danger-note of the female, be-
yond reason, against reason.
"Why not?" he asked.
She turned away her head and looked across the wide, flat
meadow at the Wissey bank, making no reply. A soft gust of
south wind stirred the lighter branches of the ash above them.
The cold, thin, smooth, grey twigs, with their clean, black buds,
moved solemnly up and down like classic dancers.
"Shall I be pleased with Glastonbury?" he asked after a pause.
"I believe you'll feel just as I do, John, about Glastonbury.
You'll hate the sentimentality that has been spread ovei every-
thing there, like scented church-lamp oil! You'll hate the visitors.
You'll hate the tradesmen catering for the visitors; you'll hate
the sickening superstition of the whole thing."
"I hate it now, quite sufficiently," he interrupted. "Shnply be-
cause Philip's there. Oh, I wish------" He became so pensive that
she did not like to break into his thought. "I wish, Mary, that